BARBARIAN STORIES

happened first and I never had the chance. Surely
you know what it was? Look in that red book: it tells
all about the church - twenty-four loads of martyrs'
bones under the altar. Mine are there too. No, the
others are not unhappy like I am, they have got away,
they are not here any longer; but they were real
martyrs and I wasn't - though I was burnt. . . .
Please don't get angry with me for being a Christian
martyr! I chose you because you looked as if you
wouldn't mind a ghost, and the real Christians do.
Let me tell you what happened - you won't mind
then. And I might go to sleep afterwards. You see,
you are sorry for me already. And truly I think you
may be.

I can see and feel through you now: I do like that!
Yes, let us go out. Oh how lovely the sun is! It was
so dark in there. Rome is different, isn't it? There
used to be beautiful gardens here; one peeped
through sometimes and saw the ladies and gentlemen
walking in them. Where are we going now?

Oh! Who is that tall, dark gentleman beside us?
Take care, he is touching you! Is he your husband?
I like him; it must be nice to be married. I wanted
to be.

My name is Lseta, and I was born here in Rome.
Can you hear me? There is such a noise in the street.
My father and mother were poor. Oh no, not slaves!
I think perhaps my father's grandfather might have
been, but we were always respectable. Father kept
a little fish shop but it never paid very well. I expect